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" Don't be afraid, the liana is getting thinner; we shall
get the better of it, and find out its end ! "

And, without hesitation, the young mulatto boldly
ventured behind Benito.

"What children they are!" replied Minha, "Come
along, Manoel, we must follow."

And they all cleared the bridge, which swayed above
the ravine like a swing, and plunged again beneath the
mighty trees.

But they had not proceeded for ten minutes along the
interminable cipo, in the direction of the river, when they
stopped, and this time not without cause.

" Have we got to the end of this liana ?" asked Minha.

" No," replied Benito ; " but we had better advance with
care. Look!" and Benito pointed to the cipo which, lost
in the branches of a high ficus, was agitated by violent
shakings.

"What causes that ?" asked Manoel.

" Perhaps some animal that we had better approach with
a little circumspection !"

And Benito, cocking his gun, motioned them to let him
go on a bit, and stepped about ten paces to the front.

Manoel, the two girls, and the black remained motionless
where they were.

Suddenly Benito raised a shout, and they saw hint rush
towards a tree; they all ran as well